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WELDOME ream rans! tis is yer scarey story) 
9 TELLER FELLER, GURGGY TATE! BACK HERE 
IN THA SWAMP, THERE'S MANY A TALE TO 

CHILL YER BONES. THAT CRITTER THERE 
16 OLE LANE LEM. HIS GAL IS SWEET 
BELLE, HE PURTIEST THING LEM 2VER HAD. 


) LAME, LEM'S LOVE” fi) ee 


te 


wa “Gs 
= 


eur HLOWER/ 
VLL PICK iT FER 


SHE'LL LIKEIT.., 
CAUSE SHE LIKES 
FLOWERS! YuP/ 


EA Mi 


Penh 


HEH! HEH! HEH! I'LL SNEAK 
UP AND SURPRISE “ERS 


pei 


iS 


Beenie SHUFFLE, 


PLL 


pals 
y, 


WHY,... JTS HORACE... HORACE 
MANORS HE WAS RINGIN SWEET 
BELLE'S CHIME! 4 


“TONIGHT LEM! 
TOO THCKERED! 


THE NEXT DAY MY BELLE, SHE'S A PURTY THING! VT i 


| LOVES HER SO MUCH/.. 
NOW HORACE MANOR |S DEAD. 
AND SHE'LL LOVE ME AGINS 


ee ol 
ia F 


ey 
DAY LATER 


| JES CAN'T TAKE NO } 
MORE! THIS'LL BE 


NO, LEM! | TOL YA 
TEN TIMES ALREADY. 
1 BEEN FEELIN 100 POORLY 
FOR HS TO CONSLUNMIATE 
OUR MARRIAGES 


SWEET BELLE,...YOU AINT 
BEEN PLAYIN FAIRS... YOu 
BEEN LIEIN/ 1 SAW YA... 
YOU WAS CON SUMMATIN 
WITH SOME OTHER FELLERS/ 


WHAT ©... WHY YOLL Lou Sey 
BASTIP! YOU SNEAKIN SoNuVA 
BITCH! /LL TELL YA WHY... / 
CANT STAND TO LCOK ATCHA, YA 
FREAKS... I'D RATHER BE 
DEAD THAN HAVE YOU TOUCH 

yA MY BODY!... GET OUTTA HERE, 

yf) WIERDO / TAMA DIVE/ GET S/cH! 
GO CRAWL LUNPER A FROcK WHERE 
YA BELONG/ 


AH KILLED EM, BELLE... | 
AH KILLED EM FER you. 
AH THOUGHT YOU'D Love 


"ER... PERHAPS | WAS\[NO, BELLE,... YOU MUS 
WRONG LEM... 1 THINK DIES. 
AHM READY TO 


ME AGIN.. 0-2-2 AH WAS CONSUMMATE wiTH 
WRONG / YOU NOW... SO PUT 
i THAT AXE DOWN: 
i) 


VoL LEWS HEART WAS BUSTED OVER 
THAT LITTLE INCIDENT. HE STAYED AWAY 
FROM THA HOUSE, HOP/NG HE COULD 
FORGET ABOUT SWEET GELLES 


HELL WIF ITS. 


MRAP AH NEVER DID MAKE IT 


AH WAS HER HUSBAND)... / 
WIF -SWEET BELLE/ 


GOTTA RIGHT!..... ITS Ses 
BEEN A FEW DAYS,.. 
CANT BE TOO FAR GONE YET! 


HEH! HEH! HEH! OH BOY... 
BELLE, AH GONNA GETCHA 


Sh PARRA, 8 EIA, VR 
WRhan’y Give... THA 
DEAD THEIR PRIVACY! 


KusTtee BUMP 


CHAMAE O88 IN, YR ALL 1S VERY FLATTER, 
P. LEM... iy I KMEYS you's 
RILTHY PERVERT 


icusey cRekpP/ 


é SESS : 
WE GONNA PLILvYERIZeE NO ONE KNOWS WHAT HAPPENED 
EVER Leer ‘costene oO’ wares f/ 70 POOR OLE LEM,...OR EVEN 
CBUGE WEPe? COsvel s9lee | WHERE WIS HOUSE 1S... BUT 
Fe PECL SWEET BEE!) our HERE SOMETIMES YA KIN 
é HEAR A FAINT SQUEEKIN 0’ BED 
NY) SPRINGS! HEH, HEH, HEH,...... BYE/ 


HIYA KIDPOS! ITS YouR oLp PAL THE SIKULL , BACK AGAIN TO MELT 
YouR MIND WITH YET ANOTHER TAWDRY TALE OF TITLLATING TORMENT, 
LOATHESOME LUST, AND MALIGNANT MALEVOLENCE ! 
THIS TIME OUR STORY DEALS WITH FREAKS! || 
RELAK f 1 DON'T MEAN THOSE FREAKS WHO PAN- 
HANDLE PEDESTRIANS AND BURN BANKS | NOT 
AT ALL! MY LITTLE YARN 1S ABOUT A DEMENTED 
DWARE NAMED ROBARG , AND HIS DRAMATIC 
: STRUGGLE FOR ACCEPTANCE IN A TYPICAL 
k AMERICAN TOWN ! SOUND INTERESTING 2? 
. GOOD! | CALL THIS SMALL TALE 7 Hen wen ¢ 


ROBARG SPENT A GOOD DEAL OF His 
TIME THINKING ABOUT THE "NORMAL! 
ONES... MUMBLING CURSES... 

IATING THE "NORMAL" ONES. 


2a 


"NORMAL" SNEGRED RO- 
BARG THE DWARF AS HE 
TODDLED DOWN THE 
LONG CORRIDOR Bé- 
TWEEN SHELVES STACKED 
HIGH. WITH PILLS AND 
POWDERS . WHILE WORK- 
ING IN HIS SMALL, DIRTY 
PHARMACY ... 


HOW LONG I'é 
\ WATCHED THEM! WELL... WE'LL SEE 
HOW LONG I'VE WHO'S THE 
DESPISED ; 
THEM - LIVING 


YET THEY 
DARE CALL ~ 


ROBARG WAS INDEED A FREAK, BUT HIS 
CONDITION WAS NOT ONLY PHYSICAL. 
HIS STUNTED, DEFORMED BODY HOUSED 
A MIND EVEN MORE TWISTED THAN HIS 
FRAme .,. A MIND TOTALLY DERANGED 
BY HATE © THE TOWNSFOLK WHO VISITED 
KOBARG'S LITTLE SHOP DID NOT MAKE 
THINGS ANY EASIER... 


OF COURSE, SINCE ROBARG DEPENDED 
ON HIS TORMENTORS FOR HIS VERY 
LIVLIHOOD , THERE WASN'T VERY MUCH 
THAT HE COULD DO EXCEPT WAIT 


AND HATE! 


. AND HATE HE DID, DEAR READER! 
EVERY SINGLE PERSON WHO EN- 
TERED HIS SHOP, THERE WAS, 
However, ONE €xcérTiON 


THE MOMENT SHE FIRST 
WALKED THROUGH HIS 
DOOR ; SCRIP IN SHAK- 


ING HAND. FELDA WAS- 

N'T EXACTLY DEVASTAT- 

ING, BUT SHE WAS RO- 
ARGS SOLE DESIRE! 


ROBARG LIVED FOR THE DAYS THAT 

FELDA CAME TO HIS SHOP TD HAVE 

HER PRESCRIPTIONS FILLED. THE 
REST OF THE TIME... 


ROBARG HAD TO SATISFY HIMSELE 
BY CONIURING STRANGE FANTASIES... 
FANTASIES WHICH WERE, IN FACT, 
PRETTY SATISFYING... 


ROBARG DRIFTED 
IN A DREAM 
WORLD WHERE 
HE WAS KING 
AND FELDA 
WAS HIS 
SUBMISAIWE | 
OBEDIENT 
QUEEN... A 
WORLD FULL 
OF PLEASURE, 


TOWNSFOLK.., Wl 
NOT REALLY \ os i 
THE KIND OF \ 

FANTASIES THAT 7 
WOULD PLEASE XU 
WOMEN'S LIBER- 
ATION , BUT I 
NEVER SAID THAT 
ROBARG WAS. 
PARTICULAR=__ 
LY WELL 
ADIUSTED g 


Ra t, B 

ONE DAY ROBARG’S REVERIE 

WAS ABRUBPTLYSHAT- 
Terev! 


= hm 
< = \ aS Why 
ca || Wut way 
RWG C ve oe aie 
i J | tT ws BIG MAX HONKY, come TO 


my) | wien ED FROG BILE, WHICH HE BELIEVED INCREAS- 
mn ie n fescrrn| | ED HIS POTENCY. BIG MAX WAS NOT ONLY 
! PEP EE TMi BIG — HE WAS ALSO MEAN! 


I Ney Wt, PICK UP His SUPPLY OF CONCENTRAT- 
i } 


HEY SQUIRT! I 
WANT YOU 
SHOULD MEET 
MY NEw GIRL... 


WASSAMAT TA” 
MAYBE You 
DON’ LIKE My 
NEW GIRL 7! 7/1 


HAH 212 


ROBARG'S WORLD WAS SHATTERED! MAX HAD 
TAKEN AWAY THE ONLY THING THAT MADE HIS 
MISERABLE LIFE BEARABLE... 


vee THE DREAM THAT HAD VANISH- 
ED_AS FELDA WALKEV OUT THE DOOR. 


ABANDONED EVEN BY HIS FANTASY 
LOVER , THE PAIN WAS 
TOO MUCH FOR RO- 

BARG TO BEAR. 


HE FLED TO HIS INNERMOST SANCTUARY ~ 
TRE LOW ~CEILINGED ROOM IN THE BACK OF 
HIS SHOP WHERE HE'D SPENT SO MANY 
> HOURS DREAMING OF FELDA. FOR 
DAYS HE SOBBED AND MOANED... 


FINALLY ROBARG FELL INTO A 
FITFUL SLEEP, AGAIN & AGAIN 
HE DREAMED THAT FELDA WAS 
STANDING SMILINGLY BEFORE HIM, 
BUT ALWAYS HER IMAGE TURNED 

INTO THE SNEERING 


\ tm he 
Fin 

y hit) 
t he 
ir 


SLOWLY ROBARG'S PAIN ABATED. - - 
REPLACED BY AN ALL CONSUMING 
DESIRE FOR REVENGE! 


hunt 


vy 


YES KIDS , REVENGE 11! 


DERIDED AND 
i, DEGRADED, ROBARGS 
VERY SOUL ACHED 
FOR REVENGE f 
THE DREAM HE'D 
LIVED FOR SO 
LONG WOULD Bé- 
COME A REALITY! 
THEY'D s€E! MEANWHILE, THE 
TOWNSFOLK, WHO HAD NEITHER SEN 
NOR HEARD ANY SIGN OF LIFE FROM 
THE PHARMACY, WERE BEGINNING TO 
WORRY... ABOUT ROBARG ? OF 
COURSE NoT f THEY WERE WORRIED 
ABOUT GETTING THEIR PRESCRIPT- 
IONS FILLED. NEEDLESS TO SAY, 
WHEN LATE -NIGHT OBSERVERS RE- 
PORTED SEEING DIM LIGHT FILTER- 
(NG THROUGH THE SMALL , CURTAIN- 
ED WINDOWS AT THE REAR OF THE 
PHARMACY, THE TOWNSFOLK FELT 
SURE THAT ROBARG WAS ONCE A 
GAIN HARD AT WORK , AND. THAT 
THEY WOULD SOON RECEIVE THEIR 
LONG - AWAITED PRESCRIPTIONS. 


HOW RIGHT THEY WERE! ROBARG WAS 
INDEED BACK AT WORK, PREPARING 
ORDERS FOR HIS CUSTOMERS --- VERY 


SPECIAL. ORDERS! 


WHAT WAS ROBARG UP TO? WHAT MALICIOUS MIXTURES WERE 
5 < Mixed DURING THOSE LONG, PARK NIGHTS7 WELL, 
DEAR READER, | CAN TELL You THAT ROBARG 
, CONDUCTED some VERY INTERESTING Ex- 
PERIMENTS DURING 
HIS SELE-(IMPOSED ex 
WE. CARE TO Col 

URE AS TO THE peat ucts: 


THAT'S RIGHT ! ROBARG 
DEVELOPED A SERIES OF 
CHEMICAL SOLLITIONS ORGANS, MUSCLES, 
WHICH CAUSED UNIFORM AND NERVES TO Be- 
SHRINKING IN LIVING CELLS,| | COME HALF THEIR 
NORMAL sizé! 


+ AND INTRODUCED INTO HIS SELECTION | THE VERY MEDICINES SO EAGERLY AWAITED] 
OF PILLS AND POWDERS... BY THE TOWNSFOLK TO RELIEVE THEIR 
Te VARIOUS ACHES PAINS, AND HABITS. 


THINGS WENT ON NORMALLY] ff 
FOR A WEEK OR MORE. THEN, 
QUITE SUDDENLY ONE MORN- 


= . ee — ? 
BIG MEETING OF TH’ t We’ LL SHOW THOSE 

VIGILANTE Committee, RT WHAT TH’. .- 242 ) 
iat a 


THAT'S RIGHT KIDS... Wf 


SHRINKING! / Yj 2 "THERE'S ONLY ONE PERSON 
BUT DON'T STOP WE. WE'VE WHO_COULD'VE DONE THIS 
ro Z SHRUNK! 0 US... 
ANP WHAT'S WORSE... 


WERE NAKED { 


ROBABG! 


C'MON BOYS.. 


 AWeITe YA 
FILTHY CREEP, 
COM'ON OUTA THERE! 


++ AND NOW MY STUNTED LITTLE FRIENDS! 1 HAVE 
SOMETHING WHICH YOU MIGHT Be INTERESTED IN! 
THE ANTIDOTE , WHICH \'LL BE GLAD TO Give You 
IN RETURN FORA LITTLE FAVOR £ 1 WANT. 


FELDA! 


HAL THAT'S A LAUGH! THEY'LL) 
NEVER LET YOU TAKE Mé! 


F HAHA HAS THANK You GENTLE- 
MEN ..- AND Now \'LL. HONOR 


THE ANTIDOTE {5 IN THE 
PHARMACY ¢ 


st yl, Vr 
Wis 


ROBARG DEPARTED, DROOL- 
YJ) We. ND MUMBLING . 
THE TOWNSFOLK HEADED 


FOR THE PHARMACY, SHOW-| 

ING REMARKABLY LITTLE 

REGARD FOR LIFE OR 
LIMB. 


YES, ROBARG, HONORED HIS PART OF THE BARGAIN, BUT 
HE NEGLECTED TO TELL THE TOWNSFOLK ONE THING 
NAMELY, THAT THE ANTIPOTE WAS DEVELOPED 
THE SAME WAY AS THE BREW THAT f- 
MADE THEM SHRINK IN THE FIRST 
PLACE ... IN A SERIES OF SEPERATE 
SOLUTIONS THAT AFFECTED SEPERATE, 
PARTS OF THE BODY ! THE STUFF 
STILL NEEDED TO BE MIXED, BUT 
OF COURSE, THE GREED— ees 


OF A HURRY 1 BOTHER. 

TO READ THE LABLES, 

60, SHORTLY AFTER THE 

ANTIDOTES HAD BEEN GULPED 
DOWN... 


THE SOUND OF DAMP EXPLOSIONS FILLED THE ROOM AS THE TOWNSFOLK EXPERIENCED 

ROBARG'S REVENGE ! BODIES RUPTURED AS VIOLENTLY EXPANDING ORGANS SENT 
GRISTLEY DEBRIS FLYING ... MUFFLED CRIES WERE HEARD AS FLESH TORE FLESH! 
THEN , EXCEPT FOR OCCASIONAL HISSES AND GURGLES, THERE WAS SILENCE. 


HAARGH ! panre 
GRUNT 
AT LAST YOU ARE 


ANTIDOTE FROM 
BOTTLE MARKE! 


THEN, AT THE HEIGHT OF HIS 
ECSTACY, ROBARG REACHED 


OUT... GRASPED THE SHINY 
SYRINGE... 


++ AND PLUNGED IT DEEP. THE 
POWERFUL ANTIDOTE SURGED} 
THROUGH HIS BODY... 

& 


FAR OUT, HUH 
KIDS? WELL (MAY- 
Be THE NEXT TIME 
YOU S€€ ONE O' THOSE 
FREAKS You'LL WATCH 
WHAT YOU SAY. NOW, IF 
YOUR HEAD'S STILL IN TACT, 
DIG OUR PARTING 
SHOT | DREDGED UP 
ESPECIALLY FOR 
ALL YOu BIKE - 4 
FREAKS BY 


HIYA GANG! OL CHICKEN ITZA HERE WITH A LITTLE FUTURISTIC TIME-WARP TALE TO 
TICKLE YOUR FEW-REMAINING NERVE ENDINGS. | SAV ‘FEW REMAINING’ BECAUSE OUR 
STORY TAKES PLAGE AFTER THE BOMBS FALL, AND THERE AIN‘T MUCH LEFT OF ANYTHING 
EXCEPT FORA FEW REMOTE COMMUNES AND GINGS OF MOTORCYCLE WARLORDS THAT CALL 
‘THEMSELVES THE CHICKEN PUCKERS. THEV'RE A SWELL BUNCH OF GUYS, BUT SINCE THE COM- 
MUNES ALL SPECIALIZE IN CHICKEN FARMING, CERTAIN PROBLEMS ARE BOUND TO COME UP. + 
LIKE THE TIME WHEN THEY SWOOPED DOWN ON A COOP AND FOUNDASWEET YOUNG PUL- 
LET WHO HAPPENED TO LIKE HER COCK ERICASSEED! I CALL THE REVULSING OMELET, 


Beane EE Meee ee 
bh ASU era ened 3 MOTHER NA- 
TVRE, CHOKED BY RADIATIO! YIELDS NO FOOD- 


IN FACT, JUST ABOUT THE ONLY THING THAT WILL 
GROW ISA MUTANT-STRAIN OF CHICKEN, WHICH 
FEEDS ON SHREDDED PLASTIC. 


CONSEQUENTLY, THE PEOPLE THAT ESCAPED TO THE 
HULLS HAVE ALL TURN} Uf RMING AS A 
MewSor SURVAL: TEN 


it 6 rn WARD LIFE, EMPTY AND DEMANDING, N 
WONDER PAMELA PULINBONE ISLET Dieeae.. 


HER OLD MAN DOESN'T HELP MATTERS MUCH. 
PAMELA! Noy DIDN'T 


tm Glok a 

OFALL THIS i z 

CHICKENSHITS 4. AN SRO - S 

PAMELA! < 
i) . 
: 

res CAN RETORT, A CLOUD OF DUST, ACCOM PAN 

Be ed 
SMe APPRONH OF 


tT! (1S THE CHICKEN) 
PAMELA de men ge 
ABBY’ Ter Pett $f 


BUTAS SHE RUNS, HER THOUGHTS RUN WITH HER.- 


FROMMER HIDING PLACE, PAMELA WATCHES WITH WIDE 
EVES THE ARRIVAL OF THE SHAGGY BARBARIANS. 


NOME! SET FIRE 
TOTHAT DOME! CRE. 
TIN! ROUND VP THEM 

CHICKENS! 


ALRIGHT 
CHICKEN FARMER, 
WHERE VOU HIDIN’, 

YOUR QLD LADY. 


AT LAST, PAMELA RESOLVES Her ING PROB-| 
LEM, SH STRIDES BOLDLY TOWARD THE MEN 


WELL, 
LOOKY HERE... 
HNATOOTS £ 


ANGUISH FLOODS THE FARMER'S FACE, FORHE KNOWS 
‘THE CRUEL FATE OF HILL WOMEN AT THE MERCVOF 
THE DEPRAVED CHICKEN FUCKERS! 

5 a We HAD ITUPT HERE 


PAMELA..WHAT'S.. 
GOTTEN INTO You? 


| BUT BEPORE BLACK BART GAN MAKE A MOVE, PAMELA, Nor WANT- bball Ta eat INESSE IS 
'NG7T0 APPEAR SOCAL, PROMPTLY LATCHES ONTO HIS ERATE commensare He MEARS MSO fl Ieee ee 


OR TANG, ‘Bre IGVED BY PAMELNS G) GESTVRE- 


"THE GAS LINE 


UKE! TOLD YA! 


DAMMIT GNOME a 
Waa Me BES, 


GIN 
1 AND THEY ATE 
CASA a. 


[PANALLY, THEIR LIST SPENT AND GAS LINE REPAIRED, THE MOTORCYCLE WARLORDS PREPARE 0 PUSH ON] 


ge 


‘AND | 
ALL THIS. 


sete 
tie ON 


TRUDGES ON FOLLOW! iM TRACKS, BUT SHE 
Taran ag csne ee 


RALLY SHE OWN GONO FURTHER: HER. BUT WAIT! weer ITIS, (7) ‘A 
ART INONE AS ASP SDBADY Iienprthn conse: wy Sn he GONG URMSET 
Sy 


Ponte iP caneunoN | OUT OF POME Ais 
: HD fe 
SN —_ 
AND IT MOVES TOWARD A DISTANT GATH _ NO ONE CAN QUITE REMEMBER EXACTLY 
ERING OF VARIOUS COMMUNE FOLK, OR WHAT PURPOSE THESE MYSTICAL RITES: 
“TRIBES; WHERE A FESTIVAL SPONSORED BY ORIGINALLY SERVED. THE OLD TIMERS: 
“THE CHICKEN FUCKERS 15 IN PROGRESS. ENDLESSLY ABOUT ALL THE RAMIFICATIONS, 


SvcH ESOTERIC QUESTIONS MEAN LITTLE To GNOME, AS USUAL, ene A HUSHED SILENCE DESCENDS ON THE CROWD. 


NES RIPPED ON WINE AND REDS, AND FOOLING AROUND- EVES ARE RIVETED To THE EERILY-GLOWING 2 SPECTER 
Ney ;  amaunge | THATS FLOATING TOWARD A BUMBED OL COM 
~ Dub enn 


‘ ove, 
7 oy 
Im\ (<9 ig ‘ 
\ 2. J 
ail ? 
z s } 
ae ¢) bata 


REE 


DOES HE REALIZE THE ELECTRIFING ACTER THE ENSUING TUMULT, PAMELA 15 LEPTALONE TD 
GROUPIE! OUTASITE, GNOME. TENDER MOMENTS WIRY HER BeDAzzieD. 


HEIS, Le epte CRUISING ALONG ON 


WHY, HERE 
HIS CHOPPER, DEEP IN MEDITATION! 
we it “F 
(bal Sears BAD. 
iit sibras EASE y j RE DEAREST 
bore. / >AMELA! VOU REME 
ellmeog: IN i ME bow vou? 


MEANWHILE, AT THE CHICKEN PUCKER CLUBHOUSE, BLACK BART LISTENS WITH: 
FURROWED BROW T0 A REPORT OF THE GOIN'S-ON AT-THE TRIBAL ROCK FESTIVAL. 


nina SHIT 2, LORS 
TO essa ME Nneele & 
\ < 
INN ¢ 


RS 


ASA LAST MEASURE OF DESPERATION, BART CALLS A BRAIN- 


STORMING SESSION. - 

2 mp ip LAID! a 660% 
nan noo Ss owt 
PAMBLA-- LEMME 04 

eas a aR 
“aaye rds |) a cy 
eae eng 
iy ey 
1 Ne + 
\! i & 
iN ee = Vea 
Z q i 
, S J 
at) EVA = 
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AWAL THIS (SITS 
: PAGE 3112! THIS TACTIC 
7 WB NEVER BEEN KNOWNTO 
FAIL IN SHAKIN’ OFF CREEPY 777 


AE ESI! cunts! is cusp MEE (Cis. 


HOWZ' 


WARS S ih erapnrcocK'— 
ae FIRST PERFECTED BY 
if, way, Hose \ NIC TEE VAGRANT. 

Wag MY HO TOKEEP His 


‘ OLD LADY FROM AULA. AR 
(SP oo FA te sucneore nis DS hy 
PET ROOSTER! 


SIMPLE! You 70ST LISTEN MAN... THE CHICKEN FUCKER OFFICIAL 
THEA VIAL OF NITRO SCRAPBOOK DONY MAKE MISTAKES / ITS THE LAST 
WORD, MAN! THE WISDOM OF THE AGES, TACK! 


VER HE'S y 
YOU GAN BET HES BUSY TRYIN’ TO SHAKE 
A PARTICULARLY CREEPY CHIGK¢ 


This Manwill 
ESCORT >* 
You there at 


NO EXTRA Cost! 
ww) 
5 ©, 


re in 


AND 


fan: (a 
q es 


aey 


OUR ‘ 
Wilvest ranasics gl 
IMPECABLY sTAGED!! 
WAeta TON! 
at ET RMER WON” 


; ee OG F Ot Pyteoeery. cnpERPRO 
Ue den ygsoogoatee Gud 
BHP GSD AUIS OB! | WhO Lera.de enter: 
afoty Moy? ORUROS Riw@ppo: aoe 
OBad =AQPO’ \ Gods Oermay:  gto7-> 
29907 ( 


OKOLL 


COMICS 
ae? 


YOU OUT 
Of YOUR 


oKCLL! 
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